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A Mystery Story
of San Francisco

BY.
EARLE ASHLEY WALCOTT

-

J

(Copyright 1908, the Bobbe Merrill Oo.)
SYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER I1.—-Giles Dudley arrives In
Ban Francisco to join his friend and dis-
tant relative Henry Wilton, whom he
was to assist in an important and mys-
terious task, and who accompanied Dud-
ley on the ferry boat trip into the city.
The remarkable regemblance of the two
men I8 noted and commented on by pas-
séngers on the ferry, They see a man
with snake eyes, which sends a thrill
through Dudley. Wilton postpones an ex-
rlsnalion of the strange errand Dudley
s to perform, but occurrences cause him
to know it s one of no ordinary mean-
ln‘{. Wilton leaves Giles in their room
with Instruction to await his return and
shoot any one who tries to enter,

CHAPTER II.—Outside there {8 heard
shouts and curses and the noise of a
quarrel. Henry rushes in and at his re-
quest the roommates quickly exchangae
clothes, and he_hurries out again. Hard-
1y has he gone than Giles is startled by a
cry of “Help,” and he runs out to find
some one being assaulted by a half dozen
men. He summons a policeman but they
are unable to find any trace of a crime,

CHAPTER II1.—Giles returns to his
room and hunts for some evidence that
might explain his strange mission. He
finds & map which he endeavors to de-
cipher. He goes to sleep and is awakened
b{, the presence of some one in his room,
They qrugple and the person demands to
know “where Is the boy?” Four figures
come to the rescue and bind and gag the
intruder. Dudley is mistaken for I-fenry
Wilton, and receives a note regarding
Pwney to be pald him,

CHAPTER IV.—Dudley Is summonea su
the morgue and there finds the dead
body of his friend, Henry Wilton, who
had been killed during the fight outside
the building of the night before. He gives

-the name of James Dudley to the corpse,

in order to partially earry out the dis-
guise and to more successfully carry out
the task his friend had Imposed on him
while living, And thus Wilton dies with-
out ever explaining to Dudley the puz-
zling work he was to perform in San
Francisco. Dudley describes a man with
g}‘e t:ce of a wolf as the murderer of his
end.

CHAPTER V.—In order to discover the

slimecret mission his friend had entrusted to

. him, D

udley continues his disguise and

‘ ermits himself to be known as Henry
" h
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"note,
" then be protectors instead of enemies.

ilton. He is puzzled over the note he
ad received asking him to call at the
ank for money., He is8 called before
ddridge Knapp, the King of Pine
treet, the man who looks like a walf,
lley, mistaken for Wilton, is employed
h:ﬂkuapp to assist in a stock brokerage

CHAPTER VI.—"Dicky' takes the sup-
osed Wilton to Mother Borton's. Mother
orton discovers that he is not Wilton,
and tells him so in confidence, A mys-
terious man asks about ‘‘the boy.” A re-
ply that Dudley makes causes the man
to rave. The lights are turned out and a
free for all fight follows.

A1l right,” 1 said. 1 was not en-
tirely trustful, and after I had lighted
the gas-jet I picked up the stone that
lay among the fragments of glass, and
unwrapped the paper. The sheet bore
only the words:

“At Borton's, at midnight.
Richmond.”

This was the name of the agent of
the Unknown, who had sent the other
Dicky and his companion must

I hastened to unlock the door, and in
walked my two visitors.

The first was a young man, tall,
well-made, with a shrewd, good-hu-
mored countenance, and a ready, con-
fident air about him. I had no trou-
ble in picking him out as the amused
Dicky. The other was a black-bearded
giant, who followed stolidly in the
wake of the younger man.

“You've led me a pretty chase,”
said Dicky. “If it badn't been for
Pork Chops here, I shouldn't have
found you till the cows come home.”

“Well, what’'s up now?” 1 asked.

“Why, you ought t® kuow,” said
Dicky with evident surprise. "“But
you'd better dbe bhurrying down to
Borton's., The gang must be there by
now."”

I could only wonder who Borton
might be, and where his place was,
and what connection he might have
with the mystery, as Dicky took me
by the arm and hurried me out into
the darkness. The chill night air
gerved to nerve instead of depress my
spirits, as the garrulous Dicky uncon-
sclously guided me to the meeting:

' place, joyously narrating.some amus-

ing adventure of the day, while the
heavy retainer stalked in silence be-
hind.

Down near the foot of Jackson
street, where the smell of bilge-water
and the wash of the sewers grew
stronger, and the masts of vessels
could just be seen in the darkness
outlined against the sky, Dicky sud-
denly stopped and drew me into a
doorway. Our retainer disappeared at
the same instant, and the street was
apparently deserted. Then out of the
night the shape of a man approached
with silent steps.

“Five—sixteen,” croaked Dicky.

The man gave a visible start.

“Sixteen—five,” he croaked in re
turn,

“Any signs?’ whispered Dicky.

“Six men went upstairs across the
street. Every one of them did the
sallor-drunk act.”

“Sure they weren't sailors?”

“Well, when six coves goes up the
same stairs trying the same dodge,
all inside of ten minutes, I has a right
to my suspicions. And Darby Meeker
aip't been to sea yet that I knows

-

“Darby Meeker!” exclaimed Dicky
in & whisper. And he drew a whistle
under his breath. “What do you think

of that, W ? I had no idea he was
back tmumt%n chase you
gsent him on.” ¢t

“It 1 bad,” 1 um'%rm cautious-
Iy, “1 ?ou:n,pr. be / tfu't" in good

.
temper.” .
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with a chuckle,

I failed to see the amusing side of |

the prospect, I wished | knew what |
i change of place to-night, and I might

Mr, Meeker Iooke’ like,

The guard had melted away into
the darkness without another word,
and we hurried forward with due cau-
tion, Just past the next corner was
a lighted room, and the sound of
voices broke the quiet.

We pushed open the door and walk:
ed in, The room was large and dingy,
the ceiling low. Tables were scattered
about the sanded floor. A bar took up
the side of the room next the en-
trance and a general air of disreputa-
bility filled the place.

About the room, some at the tables,
some at the bar, were numbers of
stout, rough-looking men, with a few
Greek fishermen and two or ‘three
sailors.

Behind the bar sal a women whose
appearance in that place almost start-
led me, She might have been near-
ing seventy, and a hard and evil life
had left its marks on her bent frame
and her gaunt face. Her leathery
cheeks were linéd deep, and a hawk-
like nose emphasized the unpleasant
suggestions conveyed by her face and

figure. But the most remarkable fea-
ture about her was ner eyes. There
was no trace of age in them. Bright
and keen as the eyes of a rat, they
gave me  an unpleasant thrill as
I felt her gaze fixed upon me
when 1 entered the door, arm in

arm with Dicky. It was as though
they had pierced me through, and had
laid bare something I would have con-
cealed. It was a relief to pass beyond
her into a recessed part of the room
where her gaze might waste itself on
the back of my head.

“Mother Borton’s up late to-night.”
gsald Dieky thoughtfully, as he ordered
wine.

“You can't blame her for thinking

that this crowd. needs watching,” 1

suggested with as much of airiness as
I could throw into my manner.

Dicky shook his head for a second,
and then resumed his light-hearted,
bantering way. Yet I could see that
he was preplexed and anxious about
something that had come to his at-
tention on our arrival.

“You'll not want to attend to busi-
ness till all the boys are here?” asked
Dicky.

“Not unless there's something to be
done,” I responded dryly.

Dicky gave me a quick glance.

“Of course,” he said with a laugh
that was not quite easy, “not unless
there's something to be done. But I
thought there was something.”

“You've got a fine mind for thinking,
Dicky,” I replied. “You'd better culti-
vate it.”

“Well, they say there's nothing like
society for that sort of cultivation,”
said Dicky, with another laugh, “They
don‘t say what kind, but I've got a
pretty good stock to choose from.”
He was at his ease in banter again,
but it struck unpleasantly on me that
there was something behind.

“Oh, here’'s a queer friend,” he said
suddenly, looking at the door. “I'd
better speak to him on the matter of
countersigns.”

“By all means,” I said, turning in
my chair to survey the new-comer.

I saw the face for an instant. The
man wore a sou'wester, and he had
drawn his thick, rough coat up as
though he would hide his kead under
the collar.
see were covered by a thick blonde
beard. His movements were apparent-
ly clumsy, but his figure was lithe and
sinuous. And his eyes! Once seen
they never could be forgotten. At
their glance, beard and sou'wester
dropped away before my fancy, and
| saw in my inner vision the man of
the serpent glance who had chilled my
gpirit when I had first put foot in the
city. It flashed on me in an instant
that this man was the same man dis-
guised, who has ventured into the
midst of his enemies to see what he
might learn of their plans,

As 1 watched Dicky advance and
greet the new-comer with apparent in-
quiry, a low, harsh voice bebind gave
me a start of surprise.

“Phis ig your wine, [ think”—and
a lean, wlrmkled arm passed over my
shoulder, and a wrinkled face came
near my own.

I turned quickly. It was Mother
Borton, leering at me with no appar-
ent interest but in her errand.

“What are you doing here?” asked
the crome in a voice still lower.
“You're not the one they take you to
be, but you're none the less in danger.
What are you doing with his looks,
and in this place? Look out for that
man you're with, and the other. Yes,
sir,” her voice rose. “A small bottle
of the white; in a minute, sir.”

1 understood her as Dicky and the
new-comer came to the table aud took
gseats opposite. | commanded my face
to give no sign of suspicion, but the
warning put me on the alert. 1 had
come on the supposition that I was to
meet the band to which Henry Wil-
ton belonged., Insiead of being among
friends, however, it seemed now that
1 was among enemies.

“It's all right,” said Dicky careless-

ly. “He's been seut.”
“That's lucky,” said 1 with equal
unconcern. “We may need an extra

hand before morning.”

The new-comer could not repress a
triumphant flash in the serpent eyes.

“I'm the one for your job,” he sald
hoarsely, his face #s impassive as a
stone wall, %

“What do you know about the job?"
I asked suspiciously.

“Only what I've been told,” he an-
swered.

“And that lsg—"

“That it's & job for silence, secrecy,
and—" '

“Spendulicks,” said Dicky with a
laugh. as the other hesitated for the

'Ol'dn I"‘P—». C
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tat plece of business,” sald Dicky '

Cheek and chin I could ;

“And what else? I continued, press-
ing him firmly, !

“Well, he admitted hoarsely, “I
lenrned as how there was to be a

be needed.”

I looked at him inquiringly. Per-
haps I was on the threshold of knowl-
edge of this cursed business from the
mouth of the enemy.

“I heard as how the boy was to be
put in a safer place,” he said, wagging
his head with affected gravity.

Some imp put it into my brain to
try him with an unexpected bit of
news.

“Obh,” 1 said coolly, “that's all ate
tendeéd to. The change was made yes-
terday.”

The effect of this announcement was
extraordinary, The man started with
an oath,

“The hell you say!” he exclaimed
in a low, smooth voice, far different
from the harsh tone he had used thus
far. Then he leaped to his feet, with
uncontrollable rage,

“Tricked—by God!" he shouted im-
pulsively, and smote the table with his
fist.

His outburst threw the room into
confusion. Men sprang from their

chairs. Glasses and bottles fell with
c¢linking erash. Oaths and shouts
arose from the crowd.

“Damn you, I'll have it out of you!”
said the man with suppressed fury,
his voice once again smooth and low.
‘“Where is the boy?"

He smote the table again; and with
that stroke the false beard fell from
his chin and cheek, and exposed the
malignant face, distorted with rage.
A feeling of horrible repulsion came
over me, and I should have struck at
that serpent’s head but for a startling
occurrence. Ae he spoke, wild
scream rose uapon the air, and as it
echoed through the room the lights
went out,

The scream was repeated, and after
an instant's silence there rose a
chorus of shouts' and oaths, mingled
with the crash of tables and the clink
of breaking glass and crockery, as
the men in the room fought their way
to the door.

“Oh, my God, I'm cut!” came in a
shriek out of the darkness and clamor;
and there followed the flash of a pistol
and a report that boomed like a can-
non in that confined place.

My eyes had not been idle after
the warning of Mother Borton, and
in an instant 1 had decided what to do.
I had figured out what I conceived
to be the plan of the house, and
thought I knew a way of escape.
There were two doors at the rear of
the room, facing me. One led, as I
knew, to the Kkitchen; the other
opened, I reasoned, on a stair to the
lodging-room above,

Before the scream that accom-
panied the extinction of the lights had
died away, 1 had made a dive beneath
the table, and, lifting with all my
might, had sent it crashing over with
my enemy under it. With one leap I
oleared the remaining tabla that lay
between me and the door. " And with
the clamor behind me, I turned the
knob and bounded up the stairs, three
steps at a time.

CHAPTER VI
Mother Borton.

The noise of the struggle below con-
tinpued. Yells and curses rose from
the maddened men. Three shots were
fired in guick succession, and a cry of
“Oh, my Lord!” penetrated through
the closed door with the sound of one
sorely hurt.

I lingered for a little. listening to
the tumult. I was in a strange and
dangerous position. Enemies were be-
hind me. There were friends, too,
but I knew no way to tell one from
the other, and my ignorance had near-
ly brought me to my death, I hesi-
tated to move, but I could not remain
in the open hall; and as the sounds of
disturbance from below subsided. I
felt my way along the wall and moved
cautiously forward.

I had progressed perhaps twenty
steps when a door, against which my
hand pressed, yielded at the touch and
swung slowly open. 1 strove to stop
it, for the first opening showed a dim
light within. But the panel gave no
hold for my fingers, and my efforts
to close the door only swung it open
the faster. 1 drew back a little into
the shadow, for I hesitated to dash
past the sight of any who might oe-
cupy the room.

“Come in!" called a harsh volce.
1 hesitated. Behind, the road led

the eating-room with its known
rs. A dash along the hall for

the front door meant the raising of
an alarm, and probably a bullet as &
discourager of burglary, Should I es-
eape this, I could be certain of & warm
reception from the enemies on watch
outside. Prudence iay in facing the
one rather than rigking the many. 1
the invitation and walked

foto the room.
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harsh voice eomposedly. “Good even-
ing.”

“Good evening,” 1 returned gravely,
swallowlng my agazement as beat 1
could,

By the table before me sat Mother
Borton, contemplating me as calmly
as though this meeting were the most
commonplace thing in the world, A
candle furnished a dim, flickering
light that gave to her hard wicked
countenance a diabolic leer that struck
a chill to my blood.

“Excuse me,” | said, “I have lost
my way, I fear.”

“Not at all,” said Mother Borton,
“Yon are in the right place.”

“I was afraid I bad intruded,” I said

apologetically.
“I expected you,” she repeated.
“Shut the door.”

I glanced about the room. There
Wwas no sign of another person to be
seen, and no other door. 1 obeyed
her.

“You might as well sit down,” she

sald with some petulance. ‘“There’s
nothing up here to hurt you.,” There
was 80 much meaning in her tone of
the things that would hurt me on

the floor below that I hastened to
show my confidence in her, and drew
up & chair to the table.

.. “At your service,” 1 said, leaning
before her with as much an appear-

ance of jaunty self-possession as 1
could muster,

“Who are you, and what are you
Foing here?” she asked grimly.

What should 1 answer? Could I

tell her the truth?
“Who are you?” she repeated im-

J patiently, gazing on me. *“You are
not Wilton. Tell me, Who are you?”"
The face, hard as it was, seamed

with the record of a rough and evil
life, as it appeared, had yet a kindly
look as it wasg turned on me.

“My name is Dudley—Giles Dudley.”
“Where is Wilton?”

“Dead.'

“Dead?” Did you kill him?” The

bhalf-kindly look disappeared from her
eyes anc the hard lines settled into
an expression of malevolent repulsive-
ness.

“He was my best friend,” I said sad-
ly; and then 1 described the leading
events of the tragedy I had witnessed.

The old woman listened closely, and
with hardly the movement of & muscle,
to the tale I told.

“And you think he left his job to
you?” she said with a sneer.

“lI have taken it up as well as 1
can. To be frank with you, Mrs. Bor-
ton, I know nothing about his job.
I'm going along on blind chance, and
trying to keep a whole skin.”

The old woman looked at me In
amazement.
“Poor boy!” she exclaimed half-

pityingly, half-admiringly. ‘‘You put
your hands to a job you know nothing
about, when Henry Wilton couldn’t
carry it with all his wits about him.”

“I didn’t do it,” said I sullenly. “It
has done itself. Everybody insists
that I'm Wilton. 1f I'm to have my

try to do his work. I wish to Heaven
I knew what it was, though.”

Mother Borton -leaned her head on
her hand, and gazed on me thought-
fully for a full minute.

) “Young man,” said she impressive-
ly, “take my advice, There's a train
for the East in the mornin’. Just git
on board, and never you stop short ef
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(TO BE CONTINUED )

My Best Friend.

Alexander Benton, who lives on
rural route 1, Fort Edward, N. Y.,
says: “Dr. King’s New Discovery is
my best friend. It cured me of asth-
ma six years ago. It has also per-
formed a wonderful cure of incipi-
ert consumption for my sen’s wife,
The first bottle ended the terrible
cough, and this accomplished, the
other symptoms left one by one, un-
til she was perfectly well. Dr. King’s.
New Discovery’s power over coughs
and colds is simply marvelous.”” No
other remedy has ever equaled it.
Fully guaranteed by R.C. Hardwick,
druggist. 5Uc and $1.00. Trial bottle
free.

Business Appreciation.

Herr Hirsch—That man Levi has
got his eye on our Rosa. He's a thun-
dering good man of business and he
can have her if he wants, He once
got some money out of me in payment
for some things I had of him.—Meg-
gendorfer Blatter,

For Rent.

Newfcottage on East Ninth street.
J. F. ELLIS.

At Fair Speed,

A Toledo chauffeur who claimed he
was going at ‘“only a fair rate of
speed” knocked a street car off the
track. At the “third speed” he could
probably push a skyscraper off its
foundations,

0 Wonderful Eczema Cure.

“Qur little boy had eczema for
five years,” writes N. A. Adame,
Henrietta, Pa. “Two of our home

his lungs being affected. We then
employed other doctors, but no bene-
fit resulted. By chance we read
about Eleetric Bitters, bought a bot-
tle and soon noticed improvement,
We continued this medicine until
several bottles were used, when our
boy was completelv cured.” Best of
all biood medicines and body build-
ing health tonics, Guannto:ode at R.
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throat slit for him I might as well |

doctors said the case was hopeless, |

A geood matress is essential to a com-

fortable !bed. There
matress than the genuine

is no better

“Ostemoor Felt”

We are exclusive agents for the

Ostemoor. An “Ostemoor  Felt” ‘
matressiwith a Victor Spring makes an *
ideal bed. Sold on approval.

I -‘m -

Yours for a good Bed

Keach Furniture Company.
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Bulk Olives,

Fancv Asparagus,
Springers and Boilers,

UCH THI

The best Butrer,

Fresh Eggs,

Good Cheese in the
summer,

AND LOTSOF GOOD THINGS.

J. Miller Clark

- Postel; Block.: .
- Cumberland 500 ¢85 ——— Home 1121, BRI8
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Controvers

Going on between the exponents of
Hot Air, Hot Water and Steam
Heating Apparatus. Doubtless it
will continue to go on without final
settlement, because each system
has its advantages, there is, how-
ever, no argument that will con-
vince hundreds of people who are
now using

“Radiant”’
Home Stoves

|

that some "other kind is just as
good. We have all sizes in stoek.

| Planters Hardware (o,

Incorporated

- South Main St.
Hopkinsville, Kentuck




